The moft lamentable T ragedie 

In fu miners drought.Ue drop vpon thee foil, 

Jnwiiuer withwanneteaies lie melt die fnow. 

And keepe etevnall (piingiime ourhy face. 

So thou refufe to drinkc my dcate Tonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius with bis weapon drawne ♦ 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, Q\\ gentle aged men 
Vnbinde my fon»es,reuerle the doome of death, 

And let me fay, (thatneuerwept before) 

My teares are now preuailingOratours. 

Lucius. Oh Noble Fatheryou lamentin yainc, 

Th cTribunes heare you not.no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a Hone, 

Titus. Ah Lucius fox thy brothers let me plead, 
®raiieTr/6#»A,once more 1 intreat of you, 

Lucius , Mygratious Lord,noT?/£««e hcares youfpeak, 
Titus, V V h) r tis no matter man, if they did heare 
They would not markc me, if they did marke. 

They would not pittieme, yet pltade ImuH, 

And boodefl c vnto them. 

Therefore 1 tell my forrowes to the Hones, 
who though they cannot anlwcre my diHreHe, 
Yetinfomefort they are better than the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my tale: 
when I doe weepe,they humblie at my ieete 
Receiue my teares,and leemc to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weeds, 

Rome could afford no Tribunes like tothele: 

A Hone is fofc as waxe,T ribunes more hard than Hones: 

A Hone is li!ent,ancl offendeth not, 

AndT ribunes withtheir tongues doome men to death. 
But wherefore HandH thou with thy weapon drawne? 

L»c/«* ro relcite my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the fudges nauepronouneff,, 

Mv euerlafling doome of banifoment. 

Titus , O happie man, they haue befriended th«c: 
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of Titus Androrticus. 

ivvliv fbtfifh Lucius, dofi thou not percciue 
rlmt Romcis but a wddetnes of tygers? 

Tygers mint pray, and Rome affords no pray 
But rae :;nd mine, how happie art thou then* 
from dick deuoiirers to be banifbed. 

|)ut vvlio comes with our broth Marcus here? 

Erter Mai cus wish Lauinia. 

Marcus. Titus, prepare thy aged eics to weepe* 

Or if not fojthy Noble hart to breaker 
1 bring confirming forrovv to thine age, 

Titus, willitconfume mee^Let me fee it then* 
Marcus * This was thy Daughter* 

Titus ♦ why Marcus fo fhee is . 

Lucius. Ay meCjthisObie&kilsrnee* 

Titus, Faint -harted- boy 7 arife and looke vpon hcr 8 
Speake£rf#/#^,what accurfed hand, 

Hath made thee handles in thy fathers fight? 
what foole hath added water to the fea? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy? 

My griefe was at the height before thou camft. 

And now like Njlus it difdaineth bounds. 
Giuemeafwordlle choppe off my hands too. 

For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine; 

And they haue nurfi this woe, in feedi iglife: 

In bootleifepraier haue they beene held vp, 

And they haue femde me to cffeftles vfe* 

Novv all theferuicelrequireof them. 

Is chat che one will help c*tocut the other, 

Tis well ’Lauinia that thou haft no hands* 

For hands to doe Rome foruice is but vaine* 

Lucius. Speake gentle filter, who hath martred thee, 
Marcus . Oh that delightfull engine of her thoughts* 
That bfcbd the gi with fuch pleaimg eloquence, 
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